
Servile, almost cringing.

GIVE me any topic in current so-

dology, such as "The Work¬
ing rHinial V8. tho Working

Claases,** or 'Tarious Aspocts of the
Minlmum Wage," and 1 can talk on it
with eonsidorable confidence. I have
no hesitation in putting the Working-
man. as such, in his place among the
hewers of wood and drawers of water.
a necessary adjunct to our modern life,
if you will, but of little real consequence
in the big events of the world.

Bat when I am confronted, in the
flesh, by the "close up" of a working-
manwith any vestige of authority, how¬
ever small, I immediately lose my per-
spoctive.and also my poise. 1 become
servile, almost cringing. I feel that my
modest demands on his time may, un-

less tactfully prescnted, be offensive to

him and result in something. I haven't
been able to analyze just wh?t, perhaps
public humiliation.

For instance. vhenever I enter a-i

elevator in a public building 1 am usual-
ly repeating to myself the number of
the floor at which I wish to alight. The
elevator man gives the impression of
being a social worker, filling the job just
for that day to help out the regular
elevator man.and I feel that the least I
can do is to show him that I know what's
vshat. So I don't teil him my floor num¬

ber as soon as I get in. Only elderly
ladies do that. I keep whispering it
over to myself, thinking to teil it to the
."-orld when the proper time comes. But
then the big question arises.what is
the proper time? If I want to get out
at the eighteenth floor, should I teil him

"COFFEE
at the sixtoenth or the seventeenth? I

deride on tho sixteenth and frame my

lips to say "Eighteen out, plcase." (.Just
why one should have to add the word
"out" tO the number of the floor is nol
clear. When you say "eighteen" the ob-
vionfl construotion of the phrase is that
you want to pet out at the eighteenth
floor, not that you want to get ifl there
or bo lrt down through tho flooring of
.the rar at that point. However, you'H
find the most sophisticated elevator
riders, namely, messenger boyfl, always
adding thr word "out,M and it is well to

follow what the messcnger boys do in
uch mattera if you don't want to go

wrong.)
So thrre I am. mouthing the phrase,

'.Eighteen out. please," as we shoot past
the tenth eleventh . twelfth . thir-
teenth floors. rI'hen I begin to get
pankky. Supposing that I should forget
my lines! Or that I should say them
toosoon! Ortoolate! We are now at
the ftfteenth floor. I clear my throat.
Sixteen ! Tloarsely I murmur "Eighteen
out." Bul at the same instant a man

with a cigar in his mouth bawls "Seven-
teen out !" and I am not heard. The car

Btopa at seventeen, and I step confiden-
tially up to the elevator man and repeat.
with an attempt at nonchalance. "Eigh-
teen out, pleafle." But just as I say the
worda the door elangfl, drowning out my
request. and we shoot up again. 1 make
another attempt, but have become inar-
ticulate and succeed only in making a

noiso like a man strangling. And by
this time we are at the twenty-first floor
with no relief in sight. Shattered, I

retire to the baek of the car and ride
up to the roof and down again, trying to
Iook as if I worked in the building an

had to do it. however boresome it might
be. On the return trip I don't care

what the elevator man thinks of me, and
tell him at every floor that I, pcrs<>n-
ally. am going to get off at the eigh-
teenth, no matter what any one elso in
the car does. 1 am dictatorial en

when I am riled. It is only in the open¬
ing rounds that I hug the ropes.

My timidity when dealing with minor
officials strikes me tirst in my voice. i
have any number of witnesses who will
sign statements to the effecf that my
voice changed about twelve years ago,

MEGG AND ILK,
By ROBERT C. BENCHLEY

I shall not be wailed on until every one else has left the counler and they aie put¬
ting the nets over Ihe caramels for Ihe nighl.

illluatratii a by Browa Braa.1

nnd that in ordinary conversation my

tone, if not eapeciaDy virile, is at least
consistt nt and even. But when, for in-
Btanoe, I give an order at a soda foun-
tain. if the clerk overawefl me at all. v.y
voice breaka into a yodel that makes the
phrase "coffee egg and milk" a pretty
snatch of song, but practically wortb-
les8 aa an order.

If the Boda eounter is lined with cus¬

tomers and the elerks BO DU8y tearing
up checkfl and dropping them Into the

toy banka that they seem to reaent any
call on their drink-mixing abilities, I
might just as well save time and go
home and shake up an cpa; and milk for
myself, for I shall not be waited on

until every one else has left the eounter

PLEASE "

and they are putting the nets over the
caramels for the night. I know that.
I've gone through it too many times to

be deceived.
For there is something abcut the real-

ization that I must shout out my order
ahead of some one else that absoluMy
inhibits my shouting powers. I v.'ill
s.tand against the eounter. fingering my
ten-cent check an 1 waiting for the clerk
to come near enough for me to teil him
what I want, while, in the mean time,
ten or a dozen people have edged up
next to me and given their orders, re-

ceived their drinks and gone away.

Every once in a while I catch a clerk's
eyeand lean forward murmuring "Cof-
f00"_lKit that is as far as I get. Some
one else has shoved his way in and
shouted, "roca-Cola," and I draw back
to get out of the way of the viehy spniy.

(Incidentally, the men who push their
way in and footfault on their orders
alwaya ask for "< "oca-Cola." Somehow
it seems like painting the lily for them
to order a nerve tonic.)

I then decide that the thing for me

to do is to speak up loud and act brazen-

ly. So I clear my throat, and, placing
both hands on the eounter. emit what

promises to be a perfect bellow: "COF¬
FEE MEGG AND ILK." This makes

just about the impression you'd think
it would, both on my neighbors and the
clerk, especially as it is delivered in a

tone which ranges from a rich bary'one
to a rather rasning tenor. At this I
withdraw and go to the other end of
the eounter. where I can begin life over

again with a clean slate.

Here, perhaps. I am suddenly con-

fronted by an impatient clerk who is in

a perfect frenzy to grab my check and
tear it into bits to drop in his box.
"Whafs yours?" he flings at me. I

immediately lose my memory and for-
get what it was that I wanted. But

here is a man who has a lot of people
to wait on and who doubtless gets paid
according to the volume of business he

brings in. I have no right to interfere
with his work. There is a big man

edging his way beside me who is un-

doubtedly going to shout "Coca-Cola" in

half a seeond. So I beat him to it and

say "Coca-Cola." which is probably the
last drink in the store that I want to

. T AILBIRDS have no cause to kick." That

J b what the editor of "The Thompson-
ville Courier'' said to me when I of-

fcrcd to let his readers know how a dead

Middle Western village seems to a graduate
from an up-to-dato penitentiary. It may ba
that you feel the <-ame way as the editor. When

I eoafeaa to four years behind me "in the ser¬

vice of the itate" you'll bc justitied n inf^r-

ring that it was for something pretty crooked.

I am twenty-threc; so you may be sure my

lawyer played up my extreme youth to the best

of his ability. Also, I got the benefit of the

usual sentimentalism about neglccted child-

bood, the force of circumstances and social re-

cponsibility. When the judge slapped four

years on me I felt I was getting off rather

easy. N been a bad ^^, and for all you know

I may still be a bad egg. I never was a liar,
though, or a romancer. And so you can take

my account of Thompsonville as something just
as near the truth as I can make it.

When you first strike Thompsonville. you

think it is the BBBBetoat place in the worid. It

is at the end of a branch line, and there is one

accommodation train every day except Sunday.
For the rest of the time the old town can slcep,
for all anybody cares, in the bend of its little

river, with deep pools where you catch the cat-

fish with your hands, when the water is low.

The Btraeta are roofed over with the branches

of mapla and sycamore trees, and the houses,
.-¦ry, wi'h bay windows and

kitchen ells, stand in a preen twilight. The

sun doaant pet into the town at all except on

Maia street. arhera the farm boreaa have

gnawed the bark off the trees in front of the

grf/cery storrs and the blacksmith shop. The
«-lri;S and sycamores follow the hiphways out

into the eountry and down .he lanes to the

farm hoOBta and barr.s, which they smother
with their branche.-,. All the people here, cx-

c.-pt those who have to work ifl tiie fll ds, Iook
pal<- and pudgy, like the boys in the pemten-
tiary in the days of the rell system. There's a

lot, f - beee, tea, A man from a well
run penitentiary wouldn't dare U> live in one of

dark, musty houses on Hiver Street, or

evrn in **M of the older farm bouaaa, Korlu-

Mtaly f'-r me, my fnend the philanthropist
who planted rre h'-re V> be rede<-rned got me a

job on a rather r,<-w farm near th< village,
where the shade trees haver/t had ttaaa te grow

;(rge. Thi IJ" fj**a into rny wmdows in
the amalng It nnght be there all day if the
farrner'a wife dldr.'t eaaM BI ai BOOa as 1 am

out at work and tlose the bUfljdl and draw the
Bhades. Thompsonville hatf-s the nur..

My ernployer, Mr. Harding, ih one t,t the
ha I bf-artr-d men you ever eaw, and I don't
haiaflrva Uaaua i% h. V.inder worrran in the 'yorld
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AFTER SING SING, THOMPSONVILLE
"Vm Still for Prison Reform, But It Seems to Me Now There

Is More Need for Reforming the Thompsonvilles."
than his wife. They are both about fifty and
never had any children. They promised the

philanthropist to treat me like a BOn, and that
ia exactly BOVl they have treated me. They
never refer to my past, and do their hest to

diaeoaraga me from referring to it. They had
intended to keep it entirely dark, and were un-

happy when they found that 1 had let it out.

They run a mixed farm, and try to raise al-
moai everything.a littlecorn.a few potatoes.a
little garden stufT, MBM cows, pigl and chick-

It is a faaay, frittering kind of buaineaa.
On Mr. Har.iing's farm you get up before the
sun and wake up the cows to milk them. Then

you go around and wake up the boraefl and the

piga to feed them. You eat bivakfast before

entirely avrake yoaraelf, and then go
OUt into the field and work a little while at one

thing and a little while at another. In that

way you fill up a very long day, never dolng
any real work. At the penitentiary they tiied
to teach us to work hard while we were at it.
Our boss made us see that work isn't very
tiresome if you make real progress with what

you are dolng. Mr. Harding has just the oppo-
site view. Wheaever he eatehea me swinging
my boe or axe aa if I wanted to get the work
done, he givea m*e a little aermon about hast.-
making waate. I've discovered thHt he tfainka
of orork aa aomething raade ehkfly to lill up
the time. Bo aa keep going from ;. in the
moraiag nntil 9 at night, apinning oal work w<-

could aaaily do in aighl boure, The other
farmers around Thompeonvilk do just the
bbbm thing, and ao <!<> tha better familiea down
In the village. They think it keeps them out of

Mff.
When Mr. Harding and I a »rb ide by side.

lmeing corn or milking cows, we bardly
find a word to s:iy. Mr. Harding never heanl

iciology and doeant want to beat of it.

lic ofon'l talk reiigion because he thinks every-
body haa b right to his own reiigion, aad he
won't talk politica becanae ha thinks nobody
r.r.ov. - about it except what the i

papera aay, nnd they ar.- fall of liea. He won't
even goaaip; it'; againat hk prinetalaa, Ifra.
Harding k the same way, and at meals we

never aay anything but "!'.. tha molaaaaa,
.," or "ll'.w do you like thk coffee? It's

two eenta cheaper." Fot a man who has been
through a modern penitentiary, thk is living
hke the dtuab brutee. In tha penitentiary we

arere ahrayi talking about. aometbii g laten I
ing. Wi' had theones abooi per. onal roap
bility for enme, about the I'lfluenre of en¬

vironment, what the state ought to do to keep
young fellowH out of rrime, an.l what it eould

[By Courtesy of "

do with us after we had Fcrved our time. Of
course there were toir.e fellows with funny
ideaa, lika Reddy McMahon, who thought the
1 ral government ought to regulate the
locksmith's trade, so there wouldn't be so many
easy locks to tempt poor boys, and Shorty

who argued that they ought to hang a

few pickpockets on the main street, as an ex-

ample to beginm-rs. But there were lota ti
good ideaa floating round the penitentiary. We
knew pretty well what they do with our likes
in England and Saredan and Siberia, and bow

ON WEDNESDAY NEW YORK (El

The New Republic")
the courts manago things in Franee and Italy,
and how the military aettle their erooka,
Not that there isti't talkiag enougfa going on

down in the village. There ia all the goaaip you
cara to bear, but it's dreadfully uninter-
esting if you haven't known the jK-.aple ali their
lives. The farmera come in every Saturday
and argue by the hour as to which are better,
HolsU-in or Shorth>rn cattle. yellow-dent corn

or Great Southern White. They never get any-
where with their arjrument.s. Mobody listena to

any one but himself. Mr. HardiHg is just as

.EHRATES LAFAYETTE'S BIBTHDAY.

A Wood Cut of Lafavette's Arrival nt This ( ity in .July of the Year 1824. He Waa
at That Time OverwheTmed with I'opular Applause and Voted the sum of
$200,000 and a Township of Land.

1

much sct in his ways as any of them. i've

101 etimea offered suggestions as to how we

could improve our farming, but Mr. Harding
always freezes me out. It was very different
at the penitentiary. There they were ready to

listen to roggeetkma for improving the work.
Even if the suRjrestions weren't practical, they
ihowed that the boys were thinking, progres-
sive.
When my friend the philanthropist told me

about the place he had found for me down here
in Thompsonville he warned me that thinfrii
would s"em dull and slow. at first. "But youll
find th" tone of the place sweet, pure, whole-
Bi me." That was the way it iookod to me at

flrat, and 1 was afraid I migiit corrupt tbe

town, with my penitentUrynaade ideaa. But

now l'm ol so sure that the moral tone of the

penitentiary wasn't higher, on the whole. We

had lived pretty rough lives, but we knew what

wrong is, and were taking our punishment for
it. We knew when we were shirking and lying,
and generally we were ashamed of it. Some of
us expected to take up the old life when we got
out, but we were ready to accept the eotiee-

quencea. The yoong fellows 1 meet here,
around town or under the willows by the fish-

Ing poola, have a tot of talk that would sur-

priso you. To listen to it, you'd say there isn't

anything theywouldn't doiftheyeould get away
without penaltiea. They have the Imagination
of boniblfl crooks; all they lack is the nerve.

At th.- penitentiary we made a big difference
the pereoni who respected and those

we didnt We could tell an hotteit man as

soon as we laid eyes on hiro, and whether we

liked him or nol we never had anything to say
abottt him he wouldn't have been willinvc tO
hear. And as for women, il" any of the fellows
dared to say a WOld aramst one we respcct.-d,
li!.,- i, . dent'a wife, we'd hava
knocked his h4-ad off. The-e ThompeOBVille
1 bj i dont reapi I aaybody, leaat ft' all womei.

Ifayba fOU think I*va got a gnidga against
these )»<-/> becauae they dont take U> me. But

they do take to mo. Some one of them is al¬

ways running in to get me to come out to some

party or hahlng trip. Mr. Barding doesn't like
it; be'a actually afraid they will corrupt Bat.

He conaidera them a terribly bad lot. The

Thompsonvillt- JTOUng men naed to be all right,
he snys, but after the railway eame in every
boy who was good for anything went down to

the city to make his fortune. The boys who

have atayed here are ju.-.t leaviaga, without
brniin or ambition, and having luibmly better
than themselves to nssociate with they get
worse and worse.

Harsh. dictatorial, intolerant.

oal

buy. But it is the only thing that
can remember at the moment, in spit*
of the faet that I have been thinking
all morning how good a coffee egg *#
milk would taste. I BUppoae that
of the psychological principles of ^
vertising la to so hammer the namec
your product into the mind of the tirni
buyer that when he is confronted by
brusque demand for an order he cu
think of anything else to say, whethe
he wants it or not.

This dread of offending the minoro:
ficial or appearing to a disadvantage be¬
fore a clerk extends even to my takii-i
nourishment. 1 don't think that I htt
ever yet gone into a restaurant andc-
dered cxactly what I wanted. If or

the waiter would give me the cardia
let me alone for, say, tiftecn minute,
as he does when 1 wanl to get him''
bring me my check, I could workci
.1 meal along the lines of what I like
But when he stands over me. with <b
gual clearly registered on his face,:
order the thing I like leaat and conside
iaryaelf lucky to get out of it with s

Jittle disgrace.
And yet I have no doubt that if cn

could see him in his family life \it
Workingman is just an ordmary persc:
like the rest of us. He is probablync
at all aa we think of him in our dealinp
with him.a harsh, dictatorial, ir.toler
ant autocrat, but rather a kindly soi

who likaa nothing better than to sit b;
the fire with his children and read.
And he would probably be thtuitf

person to scoii at the idea that hecoul
frighten me.

There are about twice as many flrk asbc?
in Thompsonville, and they look to me likti
different race. They are quiet and sweeti::

seem rather sad. Mr. Harding says H
aren't tiner girls anywhere, and I balkvaafl
Of course I don't know them; I feel that tht!
wouldn't want to be acquainted with a man:

a record like mine. It might apoil their chari

.though God knows what their rhanees tf

here. . . . There is one I know prottjei
I deliver vegetables at her house, aad 1 sp*'1
a good deal more time talking to bef than.
necessary. She is very nice to me; fhe thiu
I would never have gone into trouhle if 11*
had a good woman's influence. Maybaw;<
certainiy don't feel very Bet up over my {*.'
life when I'm talking to her. She k a fjaajl
with Mr. and Mrs. Harding. They hailhW
that if I marry and settle down h.f-8 N f
their farm after they die. When ii dawBadc:
me they might he driving at something' lf>'
rather scared. Me married and settied doariT
With my record, I'm not good enoogk aal
besides. after a while I might com- to look':
Thompsonville as a kir.d of life-torm.

I'm still for prison reform, but it soemi'
me now that there is more need for refont*"*
the Thompsonvilles. BOBMbody lika TorQ I
borne ought to nr.\ko his home in eaeh of tfc*
little old villages, let in the sun ar.d «ystest
tize the work, and let ioose a few Ideai for31

young fellows to try their min.is oa. Youe*
never make very much of a penitei I Uft
best, the boys who come out wiil be rathe?1
bad lot. But a placo like Thorr.p "¦ w:r

everybody could have all the food aad air*3
sun he needs, could be made into a kind of 1*

heaven, under its swaying treetops in the baa
of the shining river.

FOCH. THE D'ARTAC.NAN OF W.^|
Contintied frm>' V :

duty on General Foch'a stalT. The F*
eral glov.ered at the young oiluer IOI*
minute and said:

"I have seen you before. On OctoW
13, 1909, you dinad at the houaeofP
eral de la Croix. in 1'aris. You sat*
the far eorncr of the table between ¦

and Y.M
The order of the day In wlUdJ

Grand ('ross of tlie Legtoa ol Uot*
was eonferre.1 on him said:
"He has shown under all cilj*

Btancea, both in defenaive and ofljjj
operations. a itrategic ability *.»**
parallel. Thanks to his IndtoputaB**
thority and the adroitness of his ^
sels. he has contnbuted in a great P*j
to the co-o!\!ination ol' the effoitl rfj
Allied armies and thus has rendr*
most eniinent service to the natioft*


